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Rentrrow’s Y jusicaLx (jomeoy X [;ompany,)

— THE: —

JOLLYYPATHFINDERS.)

‘ ‘ Iu their reconstracted, intmitable musieal absurdity, entitlied

N RENTEROW (e e imiinsts cenennaen P roprietor and Manager |
D, B, RISSOIN .. cciuss o boeasamssanassessos suniss tadosasassssars <svarnns saebe st soibas ssslassssiribekio ion 9D @ BUSI 0 MROAZET |
EXPLANATION,—A party of ladies and gentlemen going on a steambont exenrsion, arrive |
near the boat landing, and finding they bave two hours and a quaaiter 1o wait before the de-‘
parture ol the boat, propose 1o pass the timne away with songe, dances, 1‘»p:"_vwm:uirnm. ete. |
I'ne amusement of thie party 18 made all the more epjoyable by the sarrouandings and stupid, .
hlundering awkwardness of their negro attendanlt.
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TELE CAS'Y: i |
MAY BLOSSOM, (A Stage Struck Heorine) ... s s e MISS JISIE H‘I.‘s.'-‘»U:\
A BRIV .o ivireiaransise e sbesss 4a s sinniasnosnts saebantancosnsd 444 sanis s osebonsssraasbontnunstanesshn durssnanans tnarssssnissainserssdd gr !..l‘(.(!l“v{
GRACE MARKINS, (Cousin 10 MEUE) ....cuviimmimmisiiensmmns semmssnsnnss MIBS GERTIE WEBSIER

veeenen BY the Party

FRANK TWITLER, (A BAchelOr) ... ccssesrssntnsssassusssissrnsnasrss o asasssnansns M A%, USCA R .‘:Ifl.h()N'
JOB UTERIAL e coees connursersoninsasssnarsans dosns sensensoionsssbsns os i ssbnssontens 4aesns £4 08 00000 unsanssiss minne st snasn .‘.......F;br Three
MEDE MARKINS,(Crushed Again). s s wanna s MR HARRY MILLS

srssnenininis besnerin- DY LG BEAT
MR, _F. W. STILL MHAN

Sesssmcansdnsan e

THEORALTUS LUCH, (An Inviied Guaest).......comisinne
Na, LoolE, .o 2ol LS. Na.. - SRR §a s s SETEY <AL Him
CLAUDE. (Ebnny Rervant e MR, T N, RUTHFRON

A grand lacidental olio 1o the extpavaganza, Introdueing the § Howinyg specialties:

MR.HARRY MILLS,

In bhis neat German specialties, a la emmel, singing. *He Gave my f:land a Bqneeze,” “SEchnider
How You Vas,"” Ven the Moon He Climbed,’ and the celebrated Cuckon song,

“THE CALIFORNIA

JOSIE | STSSOIN S)0SCAR

In thelr original musical burletta, entitled
“COH, WHAT A PIC-NIC,”

ARKER, (Our Little Girl From School).,. ..cusermmssisme essammsns _ ; ;
[LLY '&HPKINH,[KH-M&' Betbd) veersts van s rarresmrenerempen JSUA R BISSON

MR. F. W.STILLMAN.

As Prucella Poole Bedott, and the crushed tragedian.

MISS JOSIE SISSON,

1u her dialeet and character impersonations. Dolly Dobyns, (A Yorkshire lass with song, *No-

body Asged You Sir, Bhe Baid, .
I eeeeners With song, “Our Summer Morning and [rish jig.
BIDDY MULROONY .cccummeiiaiines - g VSt son%. B e L.

g J vELL-ocnluuo..-u-uu....--..u...u..----u.ou-.-.--u...-u...:...--.uouut-onoc
“'l!lrl)eov}vvhgll:}?mnclude with the parade of THE INVINCIBLES by the company; arrival

of the steamer PATHFINDER. 50 and Z5¢

AL v vonin o Sale at FA Y LOWS NEWH DEPGT Withot extra charge.

BURDETT 0RGANS ! BULL-DOC
45,000 NOW INUSE. CIGARS.

' THE BEST (FIVE CENT CIGAR IN

. its and Musicians prouounce it an-|
AT e or Sare 1008, BTNV com PRATERAON- THE MARKET.
—FOR BALE AT—

er, improvigg by age, and the most durable Ur-
gu‘\:‘:':anc*:ﬂféndom all the wonderful things that
J. C. Pecor & Co.’s
Drug Store.
~SCHOOL. BOOKS!

are said about its tone-vocaluﬂ.‘ tone-power
1
SLATES, -

and tonesvariety.—The Chuarch fon.
PENCILS,

It has more sweetness and power than dny
other,—~C. F. FEiNE, Organist,
INKS, . .
EXERCISE,
COPY

L e T T srdapen Bessinerangnit b

v dOSITE BISSON

FRAEST pamranE

ST, PETERS CATHEDRAT, CINCINNATI, O,
Call and examine, or send for catalogue
L, F. METEGER.

Maysville, Ky,
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*T00 TO0" RURAL, AND TRULY
RURAL,

Oh! 1sn’t the ecountry just lovely?

So peaceful and quiet und all thats

It seems like a dream or an opera.

Of course, dear, your new Watteau hat,
The one that vou wore ag Maud Muller,
When to Cambrini, the art stLyou sats

Yes, we'll stroll for awhil> amid Nature,
And visit each w.ld woodland nook;

Cull daisics an 1 other swoeet tlowerets,

On the banks of some ¢lsar. purling brock.
A pink sash? No; blue Is more rural

No gloves! Why how odd you will look,

No doubt. dear, we'll meet with a ¢ehepherd,
With curls, and a erook, and a lute

That he'll play 1 ke a very Apolio,

And be dressed in agreen velvet sait,

His eyes will be big, sad and tender—

Oh! bother! Please button this Loot.

{ Justthink of the bave, handsome mowers,

Who mereily warble thelrv lay,

At tive o'clock in the morning,

To milkmalds, whose work (8 but play.
I've seen them &0 often in * Martha™
That—No, I won't writ: that letter to-day.

And when, coming home through the gloam-
ing,

We meet with the soft-lowing k'ne,

We'll deck th i with ribbons and garlands,

With Howers thsir mneck brows we'll entwine,

1 knuw, for I've read, how thy do it

When coming trom pastures Alpine.

8o these simple city maidens,

Who knew country ways so well,

Having learned from b 6ks and opera
More than ever rustics tell,

strolled abroad through field and meadow,
Met w th snakes in woodl ind nooks,
Gathered daisies, with them brambles,

Got their feet wet in the brooks.

Found a flock of shoep, and with them
Saw a shepherd, it is true;

But an op“ra shepherd he was

No more like than [ or you,

He was ragged and barefooted,

Ten ycars old. and brown with tang
Instead of tuning lutes, he shouted:
*That ram’ll vutt yer, el he can.”

They heard no brave and gallant mowers,
Warbling lays to milkmaids coy;

But faw a monster drawn by horsed,
Driven by a freckled boy,

Laying low the tender grasses,

With u horrid crash and din,

And found the boy had other fancies
Than a milkmaid's smile to win,

Going homeward through the gloaming
Is the saddest to recail;
For they met the lowing cattlo—
Merely met, and that was all,
Now, when asked about the country,
They replg. with smiie so sage,
That you know they've learned the dif ‘'rence
'Twixt reality and the stage.
—~Kirk Munroe, in N, ¥, Independent,
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Advice 1o & Young Man,

Get married, my boy? Telemachus,
come up close and look me right in the
eye, and listen to me with both ears.
Get married. If you never do another
thing in the world, marry. You can't
afford it? Your father married on a
smaller saliry than you are getting now,
my boy, and Le has eight children,
doesn't have to work very hard, and
every vear he pays a great pile of your
little bills that your salary won't cover,
And your father was just as good a man
at your age as you are now. Certainl

ou can a'ford to marry. You can't af-
ord not to. No, I'm not going to quote
that tiresome old saying that what will
keep one person will keep two, because
it won't. A thousand dollar salary
won't keep two one thousand dollar
mle, but it will keep two five huu-
dollar people nicely, and that’s all

you are, just now, my boy. You need |

not wince or gel angry. Let me tell
you, & young man who rates inthe world
as a five hundred dollar man, all the

ear round, Monday as well as Satar-
ﬁ‘, the day after Christmas just as

n1tho ' before; the fifth of Jul
a8 well a3 the third, he is ;i‘vg to
a

Sl i

your salary. But yon wounld have
to deny yourself many little lux-
uries and liberties? Certainly you
wonld ; or rather you'd wil-

lingingly give them up for greater luxu-
ries. Aad you don’t want to shoulder
the burdans and cares of married life?
I see you do not. And I see what you
do nov realize, perhaps—that all your
objections to marriage are mean and
selfish. You havan’t given one manly
reszon fur not marrying. If you do
IWALTY, you are going inio a world of
new cares, new 'es, new embar-
rassments, Yon ave coing to be care-
ful and worricd abont many things.
You are geoing to be tormented with
bousehold cares and perplexities all new
and untried Yon are going to
be pestered and bothered and troubled.
You will have to walk the floor with ten
ponnds of bahy and a barrel fullof eolic,
when you are nearly crazy for sleep.
You will have to tell stories to the chil-
dren when you want to read. Yon will
have to mend a toy for youag Tom when
you ought to be wriinz leiters. Yon
will have to stay at home in the evening
when voa used to go to the c¢lub. The
baby will rumple yoar necktie aad the
other ch’ldren wiltrample into your la

with their dusty shoes. Your wife will
have so much to do looking after the
comiort of her husband and children
that she won't be able to sing and play
for you every evening, as your sweet-
heart d'd. Your time will not be your

1.

trou!
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' own. and you will have less leisure and

freedom for fishing and shooting excur-

. sions, camps ia the mountains and yacht-
' ing trips along the coast, than your

bachelor friends of your own age. I
admit all this. Buat then, vou will be
learning self-denial, you will be living
for some one else; you will be loving
some one better than voa love vour-
self, and more than a thonsand fold that
compensates for all that vou give up.
Why, you want to remain single now,
my boy, just becaunse vou are selfish.
And the longer you stay single the more
this selfichness will grow upon you.
There are some noble exceptions among
bachelors, | know, and some mean ones
among married men; and a selfish
married man needs killing more than
any other man 1 know, but as a rule--
just look around your own friends and
see who are the unselfish men; who it
is that gives up his seat in.a street car
to & woman—not a pretty, young girl,
but & homely, wrinkled woman in a
shabby dress; who is it heads the chari-
ty subscriptions; who pays the largest
pew rent; who feeds the beggars; who
finds work for the tramp; who are the
men foremost in unselfish work? I know
your young bachelor friends are not
stingy. O, no. 1 know Jack Fastboy
aid $570 last week for a new buggy—
it is light as a match-box and has such
a narrow seat that he never can ask a
friend to ride with him; and at the
same time Dick Slocum, who married
your sister Alice five years ago, gave
$250 for the cyclone sufferers. I think
the angels laughed all that afternoon,
my boy, but I don't think it was because
Jack paid $570 for his new buggy. If
you*want to shirk the responsibilities of
life, my dear boy, you may; if you want
to live forty or fifty years longer with
no one under the heavens to think about
or care for er plan for but yourself,
ahead and do it; you will be the only
loser, the world won't miss you nearly
as much as you will miss the world;
you will have a mean, lonely, selfish,




